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" I've just been in the city and heard about it."

" Sounds serious, doesn't it?"

" We aren't worried. We can lick the Germans."

"Alone?"

"We won't be alone. France and Russia will be with us,
anyway."

Cool, confident, he spoke like all the Czechs I knew. " France
and Russia will be with us!" The words had become part of the
vocabulary and faith of the people, magic words, spelling invincible
power* And why not? They had concluded military alliances with
France and Russia. It wasn't the Czechs who were encroaching
on Germany but Germany which was threatening to invade them.
There couldn't possibly be any excuse for Russia and France to
refuse assistance, if Germany launched an attack. Shopgirls in
Zlin, young Sokols in Tabor, peasants in Moravia, workers,
priests, school teachers, alLhad one supreme conviction, if war
came they wouldn't be fighting Germany alone. Benes, one of
the "professors," had surrounded himself with powerful allies.
Still there were uprisings in the Sudetenlandl Of course, it was
only a report which a man had brought from the city. The village,
far removed from the outside world, had no immediate sources
of information. Yet such a report couldn't have been spun out of
the imagination. I had to give up the idea of visiting Betva and
other Slovak villages. I would hurry to Prague, if the storm blew
over, I could go back to Slovakia and resume my wanderings.

I stepped off in Bratislava, capital of Slovakia. Here was none of
the climatic severity of Chichmany, no rains, no overcast skies.
The ancient, slovenly city was drenched with sunlight The
market-place gleamed with apples and pears, grapes and melons,
blackberries and plums. But unlike the market-place in Tabor
and other Czech cities I had seen, the attendants here were as
unmindful of personal appearance as of their surroundings. Flies
and bees buzzed about the stands, dust lay thick on fruits and
vegetables. This was the East, unschooled as yet in the free use
of broom and wash-cloth.

The Danube, no more blue than Mississippi or Volga, was alive
with traffic. Across the bridge young Slovaks were playing tennis